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The King
Abstract
In lieu of an abstract, below is the essay's first paragraph.
"'Meow,' I say as I patiently wait for my owner to change the litter box. Ah, what a life! I have to do nothing. I
can simply lay around and play and eat and sleep if that's what I chose to do. What could be better? Wait, I
think I hear her coming, my owner that is. She is a nice enough person."
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rihe King 
Rachel Due 
"Meow," I say as I patiently wait for my owner to change the litter box. 
Ah, what a life! I have to do nothing. I can simply lay around and play and eat and 
sleep if that's what I chose to do. What could be better? Wait, I think I hear her 
coming, my owner that is. She is a nice enough person. When she has time, she 
plays with me and occasionally allows me to bite her, and yet she doesn't yell at me. 
Although, there have been many times where she thinks that I am being bad and 
yells at me. But, you see I am never bad. I just simply get caught doing things that 
she usually doesn't see. "Meow," I say, as she walks down the steep flight of stairs 
that leads to the basement which is my domain. I want her to change my litter (it's 
beginning to smell). "Meow," I say as she starts to put clothes into the washer. You 
are supposed to be taking care of my litter box, not your laundry. Doesn't she 
understand? Hmmmm. Okay, here she comes. Fresh, clean, soft, dry litter awaits 
me. What's she doing now? That's not my litter. "Meow," I say, in desperation. Is 
she going to completely forget about me? She can't, I am the king! Ok, finally here 
she comes. "Meow," I say as she pets my sleek, shiny, soft coat of black fur. She 
looks down at me and asks, "What's wrong?" Well, haven't you been listening to a 
word I said? I walk over and stand in front of the litter box. This time she follows. 
At last, I got the point across. As she dumps out the old litter and starts to pour the 
fresh litter in the box, I gently nudge her leg. I want to let her know that I want 
attention. I don't care that she is busy. I am the king! Everything else can wait. 
"Meow," I say. She is walking up the steps. Wait! Where is she going? She can't 
leave me. This can't be happening. What happened to my attention? What 
happened to play time? What happened to getting petted? This isn't fair. Well, I 
am not going to let her get away with this. I am Onyx, I am king! I quickly march to 
the stairs and with a quick burst, I am up them. Walking through the tastefully 
decorated kitchen with all the breakable items, I will have to take this into 
consideration if she fails to provide the attention I deserve and require! I found her. 
What is she doing? She can't sit and watch television at a time like this. "Meow," I 
say, annoyed. She simply looks at me and then turns her eyes back to the t.v. This 
won't do. "Meow," I say as I get increasingly more frustrated. She once again looks 
down but this time adds a quick pat to the head, then her eyes go right back to the 
t.v. I refuse to be treated like this. I am not a dog. I am a well-behaved, intelligent, 
meticulously clean animal. I deserve more. "Meow," I say. I am now downright 
angry. She looks down and says, "Be quiet." Be quiet? Who, me? I am insulted! I 
am not one of those neighbor dogs who barks incessantly. All I am asking for is 
some attention, a little consideration. But do I get it? No, I most certainly do not. 
Instead, I get told to "Be quiet." How dare she treat me this way. I demand more. 
Does she not know who I am? I am the king. The king I tell you and I just won't 
stand for this. "Meow," I say, in one last-ditch effort to get my attention. · It's not 
working. I start walking out towards the kitchen and all those wonderfully 
breakable items. She will not ignore The King! 
1
Due: The King
Published by Fisher Digital Publications, 1996
